attempt the complexities and the final simplification of form. Tkvulik Above all, I want to live with and in my subject, to explore mid its structure, its changing and manifold beauties under every aspect of light. A sketch is a flirtation; I prefer a serious love-affair with each adventure in paint, to give myself to it to the point of exhaustion. A hint of weight and dignity does sometimes, I hope, get embodied in my handiwork. Did I not believe it, 1 could not attempt, year after year, to achieve something worth doing; and what a chance to be able to spend one's days in close contact with realities! Apparent realities only, that I know; yet again and again I have felt the most * satisfying answer to the problems of existence to be that of mere superficial appearance, I enjoy this absorption in the appearance of things. If I have not passed on my enjoyment to others, I have failed. It was Blake, Blake the mystic and idealist, who said that all objective life is holy; 'The Infinite alone resides in Definite Determinate Identity.... For art and science cannot exist but in minutely organized particulars,5
There Is something deep within us which, if not consciously aiming at perfection, is acutely aware of its absence. Small deficiencies of tact in others, egotism, self-assertion too nakedly displayed, meanness, untruthfulness, unattractive voice, coarseness of manners, affect us disagreeably. Who does not desire that his children shall be healthy, beautiful, and well-mannered? Do not parents irritate their cMldren and children their parents by small shortcomings? And we are always looking for perfection in women, disappointed, when catching sight of attractive form and hair, to find the face wanting in beauty. But few are sensitive to perfections and imperfections in current art and literature; and those who are, are influenced by friendships, latent hostilities, by loyalties to groups and institutions.
The Kingdom of God is not only within us, but before our eyes, The visible world is the most incredible of all miracles; man's imagination, try as he will, conceives nothing 327

